** What's the matter ? Are you going dancing ? You
look like a popinjay 1 " commented the exasperated
Gulrapp.
** No—not dancing exactly. But I am taking a holiday
—and that calls for something festive/* said Helene,
standing still in the middle of the room and looking with
one brief sweeping glance out of the window, over the
town, over the river, to the hills—and beyond. . . .
She sat down behind her flowerpots and wrote a long
letter, during which she kept her lips pressed together
in a firm and determined manner.
" Dear Friedel," she wrote, " dear little Friedel, I
am writing you this letter just before I go away, and
I have chosen this solemn hour on purpose, because I
want my words to carry weight. You must believe
me, little Friedel, and you must do what I tell you. I
shall not be able to talk to you myself any more—the
reason why, you will perhaps have learned by the time
this letter reaches you—but I beg you earnestly to do
what I ask you.
" I know that Marx has broken off his engagement
with you. I have seen your tear-stained eyes and your
helplessness. But I know, my dear, why he has done
it, and I will teJl you, because he has not had the
courage to do so himself. Marx is ill, Friedel. He has
been punished for a mistake which we girls cannot
comprehend, with an illness of which we know
nothing. You will be very unhappy when I tell you
this—more unhappy than you are already. But you
must not stop loving him. You must hold him now;
you must do that—for he is in great danger.
** He came to me and asked for some cyanide of
potassium. I am forced to tell you this, so that you
may know what might happen to him. He is 00 the
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